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Prelude
(Tfiâ îloOrway

IN th* backgronncl, ti grtai "Dotíríray
rises in fhadoir, its maiiiVè i?r*ay
dóoré clóítsS.

Tu the forpgrotraaL ón éíthet std*. a

;.&!:?!, leaser in sÚ7.<\, it lit by a lantern
aborí.

Bettrr.eri thè Üoonray ana Gaie«s Trails---
htiny With igT8\,--fihtit in an oblong spàcè
forming the s tagel, at the contre of

^.hlch ft low seat is raided (he height, of
one step by a larger dni*.
From the' entire length of the Ofclonj

.»pacej broad Ptfi.fli descend to the aespfhbly
place of the andie-nce^ through which four
aisles lead to the open ground-spa«« in
iront of the steps.
Facing this space, at centre, between thé

two nearer aisles, is the place of the Com¬
munity Chorus.

Frtnn (here, befoTO the action begins.
Women Voices of the CHORUS are beard
-tinging, to a pensive music,* cadenced like
the measure of soft, t:low footfalls.

THE CHORUS
Earth I. Hoic dreamily
Ope thy Doctrs of Liiel.
Park and 8uifttTif
(lone thy Gaiét of ÜeÜlfU

Ru thy &ha9.oib'a parch.
wàitiif bnf Womanhood :

For, &n alien peittf.
War p'tr haiite hoste.

When, ah, tühertf.hefwieu
Dark äiixf dark.tshaU. oitr

Y&ärTilftg Màiher-Lôvè
TVdâ all heart:; of Ma*?

First Action
¦i Mother and Daughters)

WHEN the Aeticrn begins, the stag«
is silent and shadowy.

Thun, sounding far off and
muffled--encircling tbe entire audience
rrith a rhythmic rumbling.drums begin
to lolL At first hardly audible, their
low beating quickens faintly louder,
holds a sustained moment of murmurous
thunder, and wanes again more slowly
«tray into siience.
With the first rumbling sound, one of

the great doors ofiens a narrow slit and,
through dim light from behind, the form
of a Woman enters.a Figure nobly
tall and graciously maternaL

Clad in black, a gray black veil flows
behind and about her shoulders, shelter¬
ing below the forms of. tico half^nude
Children in white.who cling to her. On
the smock« of the Children, ic ruirt-hued
vèd, th« imprint of a huge hand is vague¬
ly «rütlmed.
At th« Woman comes slowly forward,

«riih theïn, and fits on the low dais-
*«tet, two other Female Forms, clad in
ifray. glide through the closing door, and
approach on either side.
On the robe of each, below her left

breàst, m rnsty red: the same huge im¬
print of a band is visible.

Oriw of thcni. a lithe GIRL, pauses4.
listening.and snraks to the seated
Woman. <"

THE CilRL
Mother.hear them:^.the ¿"rums!

THE MOTHER
Hush! 0, be still.be still.
'Tijrnlfif, th* rr.^.tr on*-.a Woman. youAf Wir

**irt*r»".spíal.s itrw *

THE YOUNG WOMAN
Finten. Mother: it comes

Upward i'roni valley and hill,
1-'»r.beating..What can it be.'

THE MOTHER
1 h< cali tii our beathig heart.«
C-hoinc back. W« hear it
Die »here our hope depart*:
But time, t-.oi êtélfhiiy,
Man. not rniniststing tfiïrh
Xone beam it but us, my daughter*.

No one with a knowledge of life and a faith in humanity will think it extravagant to believe that in the crowds in Nassau Street, in Broadway, in Fifth Avenue, are hidden
no one knows what Ty Cobb in one crowd, or Caruso in the other, doomed to live his life and die his death in obscurity. It needs a mofé wary1 faith tó believe ärriid thôSë crowds.
infinite in the variety of types, that a single yearning makes them one.a yearning for self-éxpression. Thé riewsbóy on the corner, crying his wares in your ear, may have his
dreams of Wall Street. f he broker's clerk looks to have nothing in his mind but thoughts of his midday chop and coffee; he passes from your mind as hé passés rföirl yöüf
sight; but he may, for all you know, be thinking instead of what a painter he should be with only a turn of the dice in his favor. And if they live out their lives as clerk
and newsboy they will totter along in old age still dreaming of the great figure they might have cut if Uicíc had not locked their talents out of sight. Each one of us has his secret
belief in himself.and would probably be mightily ashamed tö confess what it is! >

The pity of it is that these timid impulses have gofie so l(Jn* unlocked. That they are there; shy afid aVvkward, no one will doubt who has seen the eager response to
an opportunity of expression, such as Mr. Percy MacKaye has evoked in his community plays. Thé success of his "Caliban," a play for the community played by the com¬
munity' itself, was more than a personal success for its author.ít was a proof of the innate talent in our people. Along came a piper.at first no doubt thought mad.who sum¬
moned anybody who would to act with hrm vr part or «ffrg- à song. And, good gracious! People who thought til êrrisëlvêë dull fóürid suddenly that they could act and
smg, simply and acceptably at least. We uced to envy the innate artistry of the Japanese people.atl örtistty not of irïdiViduâlè but of a race. A self-expression so genëfal, so
unafTect, unabashed, maybe beyond uâ as yet. But the hearty response to these community plays, wherever, they have beêfl órgahleéd, is at least one significant sign of a riational
impulsé which it needs only the years and the practice to improve.
\4 M K. C.°meS ^r' MacKaye wtith a new masque forpresentation by everyday people. On the strength of 'Caliban's" wide appeal, the Red Croès managers have enlisted
Mr. MacKaye's unique talent in the* composition of a folk-play, to spread the spirit of the Red Cross organization first of all ahd a little more than incidentally to encouragé en¬
rolment toward the enlarged membership of 50,0ÖÖ,'0"0Ö in'the Christmas campaign. The utilitarian end of this Mr. MacKaye has accomplished without offence to the beauty of
his dtamatrzation of the Red Cross spirit. "The Roll Call" is distinctly more than ah'appéal for new members; it is a simple, ä moving, and a beautiful spectacle of a stark
simplicity which suits it to open air spaces and td the" abilities of any talent, however modérate. A string of its striking scenes is féptbdiicêd on this page by kind permission of
Mr. MacKaye and the Red Cross directors, that readers may judge for themselves-the merits of a spectacle soon to be ptódüced tinder Red Cross direction <f!l over the country.Immediately the piece has been played in Washington before the President, as head of the Red Cross, and before the directors from all parts of the country, the masque will be«tagèd m at least 5,000 communities.

fished inF°rithe ^U,(^ance of producers and Player, wherever it may be given, the designs for the stage-setting and the costumes, by Mr. Robert Edmond Jones, are to be pub-e in co or along with the play. These sketches, admirable alike for their spirit, their Vividness and their simplicity* aré reproduced to-day on a page in The Tribune Graphicaction, along with the striking poster, by Mr. Arnold Gertthe. which will soon be seen all over Ûxc country. B. K.

THE GIRL ;
Mother, why were wc born
Hallowed by quiet waters
In the faith of a beautiful, gläd to¬

rnOITOW,
Óhly now to lie torn
By a tempest of yhame and slaughters,T*ef]t in a house of poisoned sorrow.
Here.here.on our breasts the brand

! Of hh».the Despoiler's hand:
THF YOUNG WOMAN

Mother, where is he gone
Our father, Peace, who was with lis
Yesterday? Why in the dáívfi
Hid he walk* in sleep, find bequeathe us

! Only a dream --hi« dféanUng
Of men in their noble seemihg-
To heal the horrible scar
Of men as they really arc?
Tor now.now the lJcsp'Ôiléf is come,

j And this is our home---Our K'dfnê.
THF Ôïïli

Hê lia» taken the one T was1 to'wrd.
THF YOUNG WOMAN

He has taken my wedded one.he is
dead.

THE GIRL
I Is there no might in mercy none?

THE YOUNG WOMAN
j Is there no champion of love---îlot one

j Who counts bis own pain less than an-
other's?

THE GIRT.
Where arc your softs.6ur brothers?
He seilt them forth.the Despoiler
there.

He sent them through ocean and earth
and air

I To spread his empire more and more:
Ah. when will they turn to our father's
door

To avenge him, and restore?
THE MOTHER

Brittle as thé broken wings
Öf birds aré woman's Questionings.Ö women,.daughters of mine!
*T1s ours tor watch for a sien
That. nCver conies--that never come;«.

THE GIRL
(S'tarli, with liftr>i raer)

Mother, once more T hear them.drums!
j Listen.their rolling call.

(I"aiiT(.ly the murmurous Drunl-Î3dats «re re-
I T>«i1e<l, anil die àfrfty.)

THE MOTHER
The call of our hearts 't is all
And.nothing.

'. THE YOUNG WOMAN
Yet it we knew.

Mother, it might he true
I That al! wé are hoping for.

<Hsr*h, frorn trltftfn. a brazen n<ms: ic-bunds.
and a hoarse Volco crying aloud:)

THE VOICE
More of my branding.more!
Ho, Rapine!.Ho, Terror!

Here Rapine and Terror rush in to
soize the two Daughters. After tlieni
Hunger appears to claim tHe remaining
Two Children. He comes at the behest
of Hate. Last of all, the Despoiler him*
feèlf appear^, preceded by a dramatic
presentation of his Shadow.

lii the THIRD ACTION the Mother ;
pièads with the Despoiler for her chil¬
dren, and receives front him only taunts
for her losses. The Despoiler cups his
insolent speech with the triumphant an¬
nouncement that Peace, mate of the
Mother, will never return to her again.

Fourth Action
("Lonely and Starless">

LEFT alone now.to low strains of
music.with face upraised, th«
Mother speaks.

THE MOTHER
Ö hearts of 6ur earth's Borrow,
HeartB of her singing!
Hearts of the dumb breaste of broken

peoples !
Hearts of the live upspringing
Children, which are the Chimes óf their

vuined steeples I
Hearts of a strange To-morrow
Struggling for birth in the labor of old
bowed women.

Begotten of strong men's pain 'mid the
fiery slinging

Of börrtbH! Hearts.hearts of rebellion.
born

Of weakness and bondage and scorn!
O heart« of the swimming
Athlètes of surging air.
Hii»rt3 of dreamer and toiler, j
Of Joy-~of despair!
flsar me, all hearts! and with mine,
The heart of a mother-conspire!

Mr. MacKaye's Preface
.If the inzitatio-n of ihr American Tied Oíb.í, National Headquarters, ti'ashington, this Masque has been

»written, with thé aim in particular of serving the cÜUSé of the ChHstmas Boll Cell.the èni-oïling of fifty million
members under the Red ('ross-~und in general of providing a Jrathntic expression of the Red Cross Spirituseful to Us tboftu*Widê orañiiiaatióil at any (inte.

For this purpose, it hrfus,bg its construction to be of service anywhere to communities, large or small, on n
vraie modest or elaborate according to local conditions.

In order tö render its production the ntore practical and simple, the: text litre, printed is followed by an
Appendix containing êmplicit designs in cdor, togeth ~r with comments regarding Stich details ôf acting, light¬ing, setting, music, costumes, etc., as seem pertinent and ëiiggcèlii>ê,A growing, vital ideal of education in our new age urges the principle that all who seek to Understand and
grasp the essentials of their environment.Whether in trade, labor, art, government or the great sttcial tnovc-
ihi'nls of our time-shall personally share and lake some definite part in dóihg thai which they aim to under¬
stand,

7'liai principle.participation.is the prime motive of community drama.
To take positive, voluntary part in creating and interpreting à dramatic production imbued itith à largehuman theme quickens the interest md imagination of the participator with fresh iataétstàiiiUngs of this themein ways inore deep and enduring than any mere negative witnessing of a play, reading öf a story, listening to àlectHré, or studying of a treatise, created and developed wholly apart from his Own Initiative.
To the. unnumbered, workers for the lied t'ross, their own share öf service in. that great social organism, is akind of educating experience based essentially on this vital principle.participation.It has seemed, therefore, to the writer that the kind of expression in art peculiarly adapted, hjf kinship,to the use and inspiration of such workers is the form of community drama.d manifold fortn, capable of in¬finite variety.
So it is with the relish of a sincere hope, and with, a quick sense of the high privilege conferred on him,that he .submits to their use the simple experiment of this community Masque.S etc York, ¿,: October, 19 IS. PERCY M AC HAY E.

Come, with a liailowed sign,
Conic, with a .sign of iire
And p¡¡rp;o this house of our dreams

from him--from Him, the Despoiler!
O Hearts, I bow; 1 wait; I wait for your

fiery sign.
'Dully the brauen gong reverborates again,

the Volco of the Despoller crios from within.)
fJfîÈ VOICE OF THE DESPOILER
Again
Now let, my rituals commence:
Ho, Pestilence!
Ho, PoVerty.and Pain!
(NSfr, Flïlng from the place of the Chorus, threeINsiiiàils Foruv) b"g:-i slowly to move io\- ti-jIhc steps; al the rentfc, FESTILENCB-\ ¡vid in scarlet lobt añil veil of spj&tchcdpiodness.-'carries a lurid t;iRt-r, which throii'Mit« flickering gleani on the other two; on (lieright, I'.MN. in film purple; with heaH hewbackward In one bended arm; on th* left.FOVBHTV* half rtude In drab, with irv-,.bowed and gray-blAck hair Unbound. Follow¬

ing these frdin behind, a Vomi-.h Figure.shrouded whollj* m grav¦¦-Ungern apart and
.later mounts the stairway ¡ilor.e.
An the Tine'-1 Figures move forwardj theChorus h.-jHus to sing. Ab they reach thebrdüd atipa tni'! mount them toward th--- hlaÇkConn of iho MothSri l>oft>.<i on Iit seat atthe centre, simultane'busly the Great Doors In

iho background «wing op.--ri. rliveallng bicln 1.
ii feverish ügbtr. a dumb TABLEAU OF"
THIS DESPOILER, dqtnlnaut among th«
grouped forms of the Daughters âfl8 Chil¬dren, In the thrall Of Terror and Rapiño,Hunger and Hate, surrounded by otherShadowy Forms In bondage.
Very faintly at first, but swelling r>iowlymorn loud, the Chorus slitcts to the throbbingmelody of Chopin's "Marche Fúnebre.")

THE CHORUS
Lonely and starless,
After the battle,.
Moon dark, and suit, dead.ike
Moaning WàfcihëfB tie.

Blood-dim and blind, stare the lid-
less eye» of Pain.

Starless and lonely.
Starlc in the wan night,
Hauvied icith ctfèàitts, r'n-c the
h&mèë of Poverty,.

Pale, through the gloom, ytide the
(fit08ts of Pestilence.

Lonely and- starless--
Lord of the outcast!-
Wfwrc shall the all-forsakc-n hail
Thy sign?

'Non-, as the Figurés pause, and the Muslochanges to a ttrain celestial in its cenu'orttngsurta by a single Soprano Voleei, darknessblots out the Tableau of the Despoiler.dark¬ness through Which a single bé-.un of whitelight, falling at the cëfurè, illumines theMother, and beside her. thé Figure Shroudedin firu.v.
There, dropping off the shroud, the Figureemerges.a Form youthful an gracious, ladin clinging white. Glancing at th» slowlylifted face of the Molher. she points utrwirdwhere, above them, gleaming d.oam-llke fromthe dark, the Sign of f Ueft Cross glows,softly luminous. Al that, moment, to Ihotender cadanoq Of the Soprano Voice as itce&sds. touched by thf white beam, she re-veal« ihe sign to the Mother.)
THE SOPRANO VOICE

(Solo)
Lo, glirtmering upon Thy breas!.
Lovê-^illUminêd with Thy hallow'd
light.,

Love rcvealeth then Tiiy heart-red
cross

To heal the all-forsaken of their
sorrow.

(Reaching uplifted armf, the Monter t\àts\ \:llghl -her lips parted to cry out.when In-..:,'!.¦ In darkness the Cross and Figure di:,-ippeai ittiv! again the dim Forma of Pèsti-Povertj and Pain bigin to friove, r.i ¦¦¦-

:ng flT inrâifl behind th* »losing D.->ors: w-hll«the Chorus detpens to the throbbing Btralna
. 'heir 'lutr.:) march.)

THE CHORUS
Lonely and starless.
Lord of the outcast!.¦

Tliere shall the all-forsaken hail
1 t'y sign1.

Fifth Action
(All Hero-1.-1

NOW, ns the Chorus '¦(.¦use?, a light
as of dawn begins to fill the space jbefore the Great Door?, where

the Gray-Shrouded Figure is seen
.standing beside the Mother, who speaks
aloud in wonder, while, still the dark is
thinning.

TDK MOTHER
Where?.Where?.-Ö healing Sign, that

disappears
Yet still abides in Faith!
Hath now no music throbbed within my JClU'S,
Nor moaning breath
Of choirs? Hath here no heart-red
Cross.

No stàr-bright Shade.bunicd through
my dross

Of shadow? Or hath a dream.
A dream once more!.
Made visitation at this door
Of dreamers dead?
(Seeing suddenly the Shrouded Figure before her)What are yoU?

THE FIGURE
You have said.

(For an Instant, a-? the Mother peer..; forward, theFiguro par;:- her shroud, revealing on herbreast a red cross, which hangs there like anamulet; then she wraps it cfose again.)
THE MOTHER

0 dream!.And was it you who came?
THE FIGURE

1 heard you call;
Yet ere you spoke, as deep as spiritplumbs, '
I answered with my drums.

THE MOTHER
But I.I prayed to all
Hearts of all peoples!

THE FIGURE
So you called my name,For / am All Hearts, and all peoples

arc mine!
I bring their life-blood in this hallowed

sign--
Tbe Red Cross, and within that fire.
With you. with me.their wills conspire.

THE MOTHER
But this dim shroud!.Why art ï.o con¬cealed?

ALL HEARTS
Within the house of death life must be I

healed
In hidden ways to meet the World again:And we, who match our wills with painTo outwit the great Deepoiler.^-^-e
Must make our deep conspiracy
Work from within, disguised in death's
own garb.

Till we shall turn hie poisoned barb
Against himself.and set our wounded

free.
THF MOTHER

Ah. you will free thém?*»itù\v?
ALL HEARTS

By my earth-wide Alliance, sprungFrom many lands. Too long

Love lived a hermit, and his labors, done
Alone, were crushed: but now.
All mercies now shall work as one;
For Pity Organized both power more-
great

Than all the Hosts of Hate.
TÍIE MOTHEK

And who are those, allied
To free the world?

ALL HEARTS
You bore them from your side.

THE MOTHER
My children !~-But my baríes and daugh¬

ters lie
Iii bondage yonder, and my strong sons

die
Fighting to serve him--the Despoiler!

ALL HEARTS
Nay,

They faint no more.nor fight.to serve
his will,

But mine: our will, that shall waylay
And trap hint in his lair.

THE MOTHER
Yet how?

ALL HEARTS
To snare

The soul-snake and the cuttle-
Man-beast, the brain bf Mercy must be

subtle
Even as he,
And foil the camouflage of Cruelty
By craft of love more keen..
So / have been,
For now behold.even at the tyrant'i
doors

These new conspirators!
(Amfcl another murmur of Drums, in both of IhCat»» at on-B s^p'-ar Four Tall Form?, alstShrouded In Gray.

coming rortviird, the Four ;oin one another, and pause near the Mother.''

THE MOTHER
(In wonder)

But who are these?
ALL HEARTS

Ah. they themselves shall tell
For now Í go
To meet our common enemy, and dwell
Here in his house, to work his over

throw.
She moved tó go.

The Motlisr starts 16 pre-.em hi t-

THE MOTHER
No ! There is ruin !

ALL HEARTS
ikive ho fear:

<Shd\nng again her ßmall red cross i

This cross shall be my talisman
Against all harm.

'She move's on, clone to the Great Doors
mtmmâjtmt^timmmm il . ¦.,

In thé SIXTH ACTION the foi
shrouded figures suddenly reveal then
¡5elvè9 to the Mother hé her four Woum
ed sons-.the Soldier, the Sailor, tl
Laborer and the Aviator. Yet oac
confidently tells of the coming ove
ihrer,- of the Despoiler, and they dete
i line to set upon him at once, there
tlkif house, which he bus invade
While they awßit his appearance thi
retire into thé shadow*.

In the SEVENTH ACTION the D
spoiler enters, in angered nmaaemoi'

He at once challenges the -Mother and
charges her with weaving: a spell
against him. He describes how Pain
lias been strangely cured by a shadowy
figure standing by her bed. Poverty,
r.ow laughing and gay, hioeks at Him.
Pestilence lias -vanished. And the De¬
spoiler demands to know the name of
this weaver of such spells, this accom¬
plice of the Mother. All Hearts ((he
spirit of.the Red Cross), the Mother an¬
nounces the name. Just as the Despoil¬
er is about to fall upon the Mother her
four sons, Soldier, Sailor, Laborer Kn8
Aviator; appear, while the Despoiler
calls to his trusty henchmen. Rapine,
Terror. Hunger and Hate.
EIGHTH ACTION. But the four

Sons of the Mother suddenly reverse
their swords and hold up the hilts, four
blazing Red Crdsses. which, striking
terror into the four, horrid supporters
of the Despoiler, drive them cringing
away. Even the Despoiler* now much
shake:;, commands the Cross to move

away, fn his terror hé turns toward
the great Gates, which now open And
reveal a glowing tableau of AH Hearts,
rising in beauty from her Shroud, bend¬
ing over the forms of the Mother's chil¬
dren, now freed from their Slavery,
while the Pities, grouped about, look on.

'With the. outswlnging of th« D'Vtrs. and thin jVision, sounds a Muffled Pealing of Trumpi")Speliboüna, the Despoiler stares, and spe:t!:nwith hoarse murmur.>

O light of new worlds! My roof falls,.
ye;:, and my crumbling porches!

(Fäilthg1 prostrate, lié lied prone. ?is tilt Cher;::;
burst into singing, and tire vision brightensIn spiTidor.)

THE CHORUS
All. liait ihr power of Gentleness

iVhoeà lore all fear defies
To purge the dark Despojlcrs kplls

With joys of êaefificè!
Where Hatred glowered and ifiingir

thrfllrd
And Terror difelled with Pain.

There Mercy brings her ministering
drea m.s

To drive them forth again.

Ñ'oii) through the Tyrant's crvmb--.
ling walls

New worlds their hosts convoy
To hail the power of Gentleness
And. crown tliat power with joy!Ti'7 '" '"¦ f-M-fi«

Ninth Action
(The Red Cross)

DURING the final strains of the
Chorus, the Despoiler rises. As
the music ceases, he shakes his

clenched hands above him, and calls in
rage.

THE DESPOILER
All Hearts!.All Hearts! You* in your

vision of Pities,
Not you. shall confound my dreams ! The

will of my dreaming
Build? in eternal Mate.builds on your

fiame-charnelled cities.
And the blood of their corpses, upsteam-

ing !
(Starting forward again toward thé <entré of théVision, abruptly he Is confronted by D.tr'r-nèsa, save thai liipli above Miè Great- Doftká, InRudden splendor.enormfrus.« RED CROSSrises, hurfting;.Reeling back, he strikes bo.'.h band? overb1f, eyes and hows over, « kh mífariifig scream.With the plating cross of light a blaze ofJiiil'l ri^es in ibvn Shrilling of Trumpets.standing with their faces turned toward thefour Alkies, the Four Simrf lift their tword-hafts.

At their signal, down the Aisle" four, ath¬letic Runners rush toward them and. mour.*-ing the .'tatrr-aj-, reach the top, aa thé Trum¬pets cease, and.appearing high in the hack-grpiind, .-.landing as upop air.All Heartscalls wltB clear-rlhrtlng voice
ALL HEARTS

Ho, Heralds of niy Red Cross! Hail ye!
Hail, above

His fall! Ho, Courage.Mercy.Reason
.Love!

(Th* Four Heralds.the sign of th" P.c-d Croa» tintheir breasts, their several sTvnbois *trearhlngfrith their Stahdaraá.salute the Mother atthe centré, then stand beside the Four Hons.if s adjutants.
Meantime, the Despoiler.half bowed, andgroping.strikes' at his e-yi»s, and groans loudwith horrible gesture.
So, vhlle he speaks. sil»f!tly¡ frort th»shadowed spaue around and beneath AllHearts, her Croups of Light reappear, ab»-u;to emerge.)

THE DESPOILER
Light! Light of new worlds! Blinder of

me, in my yearning
Power! O light of old dreams, awakened

to watch now thê spurnino-
Of me.me. hi my dawn óf darkness!

I|a, duper and foiier!
Striker down of the strong in hate..

dôspoiiing the Despoiler!
Light of All Hearts! Vpa. stricken *m

I, bat not broken
Yet..I am »war«; I am wirf»: 1 im pill I

the will which has laaîeçi

Ages outworn; and I will thatwarnen yet shall be yoken !<K!
Under my Sash; and your niéii ma'blood, and your children.U ¿¡¿Tf6?6píñ| -i'.!i o.:\s:ieUh>a arms t.MumbMns against tba left Gate.' «tf *fc

Js he does so. All JfeKSF»«» v«
Mother the little Boy ano 0*r:V êii*ï

ALL HEARTS
Out of that blasphemy, these ^ ,

deem cur vow..
(ShotviiiE thA Mother to ih» i»-i¡ i-n,,fWtt for mm.) Lh::--<-
Mother!
The'CWiuri!: rot;: rulh :o;\-\â:\lWitM 6 íH«r« fry of fladAeas be n^nestle? ¡hem close. > ' *.*:¦

THE MOTHER
Children! My little 6nea!~No»The spring of God's waters

Wells again hack to us.up floni *

slough
And ashes of Death. Babes.sons-*,:
my daughters!

(Beside her. the two Daughters ¡
caress) » ftp

Tenth Action
(The Drums)

NOW. from the circumfêftRcê«! feaudience, and circling th« p¿,of action, low and tfuffléí, ti,Murmurous Drumming heph^ apàlfi
Through it. All Hearts speaks to thtHeralds.

ALL HEARTS
Runners of Joy.Runners of tfit fa-
Winds!.Hark!

D6 you not hear.do you not hear Ha
¦.my drums?

Rolling, they call.rolling out of tk»
dark.

Throbbing the heartbeat of life, as tit
daybreak cornea

Throbbing heart-red with the young T?
morrow.the Sawn

That wakens all sleepers, all tellers,!.
peoples as one.

Hark! Harken! They wakè them~rc;peoples. 0 Runners, befcörif,
And bring them.my workers.Mfofêta,
Th>' ftroups and their leaders: bring

them, with chorus
And banners and bugles and roll-beat-
my heart-beat.of drums!

(Ah she i-Msrb. Hié riiôibïlng Drum &)j Killlouder ¡ind louder, rlplny to a rhitfimlc c1-..f fnelWHti* bWdgr. from' wHIffl lb» CMh.
breads suddenly irjt^ ítk.'Döring thtf». rtrh glufl H»lut*e, t^ts Rlmçt-?have dawhed down tit" ,-tfpn uni uj 'tie for¿fait*. rienlnc the Uannfrr t^Mtr at Idvted Cross Worker* and Partlçlp»nti n?>
^.'Hfblé, as fhe.r enter In Color.an« J>»t»M<.'and are led hy Ihr» returning HeritldB tjbftp-rt.-ves oí grouping, amid th« Marching Wvof the Chorus)

THE CHORUS
Hail, O Light of All Hearts

Shining as one soul,
Through tk« etortn of battle
Guiding to our goal!

Cloud of Wrong surrounds u,
Dark of Hate and Ire:

Forward guide us!
Forwarê guüle ux

With your haUow'd fire!

Sing, O Voice of All Hearts
Choral in one. cry!

Sing above the battle
Where yaíír people« tie!

In the nighty psenn
Moov of pain elvall cease:

Onward call us!
Onward call v*

To the world.'* release!

Epilogue
(The Roll Call)

DURING this Chorus, GfiiMw
Heralds in pageant regalia Bi't
formed a cordon completely tw-

rounding the Audience, as with a W-
arid-white garland.
And now, as the Chorus eêéseï, W

the grouping spaces of the PafNi-
gleam in massed glory around her,»i*r-
she stands at the centre, All Hearted'1'
to the Audience and Participants.

ALL HEARTS
Pilgrims of the Red Cross!
You, whom Courage and Love,
Mercy and Reason convoke íieré
Now at my calling!

Wakeners of a new world!
Wakepfc.who yet can dream.
And through the day still carry

Visions of starlight.

We.you and I. you and I.
We ourselves, must still dream
And organise this starry
Masque of to-morrow

We are not near the end,
But the beginning: Theft-«'
Out thére-^in his blinded rafe, eífll
Roams the Dcspoilcr.

Rankling with hate; attd out there.
Under some unknown star-
Brooding on ruined lands, Peace
Yearns for hi- children.

We, then.n c nd I.
Each of us- c: i all^*-
Xc-ne- too poor or discouraged,
Weak, or too weary.

Old, disillusioned,.or young.
Reckless of minery.fione »

But each shall act his part, and
Sharing with All Hearts-

Join our conspiracy, »till
ftack freni the doors of Peaee.
Fcfth from thé house of life- i*

Drive the Despoiler.

Join. then, actors of truth! ,

Pledge me your names and your '

Join our Red Crush, to the kindluif
Drütofl of my roll call!

(Now. to the tear tl tH'uftt« »'.**?$&.»::
v..(i..;.' ... of «wilt -'««.hnEBtt«wer'Wltu h .l«}T«s. ihO'i» M ,.hIE5 l»
e.ml. »-«irlin; their ft'.edee oar.» ««lmp*
Audiei.c* and Psrilcípaht*. »M* tw

lent cHhètr Snaî iSÜftut


